!64          LIFE ON THE STAGE
laugh! don't shake your head please! Had I fail I that night, don't you see, I should never have had i chance given me again; while, having got through safe , it was not long before I was pointed out as the girl wl > had played Olympe with Miss Morns, and on the streng i of that I was trusted with another part, and so crept < i gradually; and now I want to thank you for the syr -pathy and kindness you showed me so long ago —ai I though her warm gratitude touched me deeply, I h< I then —have now —no recollection whatever of the i: -cident she referred to, nor of ever having seen befo ; her very handsome face. And so, no doubt, many < : whom I write, who from their abundance cast me a woi i of praise or of advice now and again, will have no men • ory of the largesse which I have cherished all these year
Among my most treasured memories I find the gent words and astonishing prophecy of Mr. Charles Kea; That was the last visit to this country of Mr. and Mr Kean, and his memory was failing him grievously. H had with him two English actors, each of whom kne every line of all his parts, and their duty was, when o the stage or off, so long as Mr. Kean was before th house, to keep their eyes on him, and at the first sign c hesitancy on his part one of them gave him the neede word. Once or twice, when he seemed quite bewilderec Mr. Cathcart, turning his back to the audience, spok Mr. Kean's entire speech, imitating his nasal tones to th life..
But it was off the stage that the ancient couple wer< most delightful. Ellen and Charles were like a pair o old, old love-birds — a little dull of eye, nor quite per feet in the preening of their somewhat rumpled plumage but billing and cooing with all the persistency and satis faction of their first caging. Their appearance upon th< street provoked amusement — sometimes even excitement I often saw drivers of drays and wagons pull up theii horses and stop in the crowded street to stare at them as they made their way toward the theatre. Mrs. Kean